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hour after sailing, and mighty pleased he seemed. It wasn't a very great feat from the Marconi point of view, but such a feat never before had been attempted between an airship and the shore. The novelty of everything fascinates us, and as time elapses we rejoice freely.
Fog is still all around us; we are all alone in the air, and it is good to hear Irwin exchanging wireless messages with the shore. While we were in communication with shore a full power steamer kept jamming us with their electrical waves and prevented our messages getting ashore until the steamer shut up.
Irwin tells us that the wireless operator at Atlantic City is mad with rage, lie realizes he is taking the first message from an. airship and that the whole world is clamoring for the news. The Atlantic City man got quite abusive,, and by means of the Hertzian waves called the operator aboard the big vessel a "blithering idiot."
"Get off, you scamp!" he shouted from Atlantic City Pier. "There's an airship on the line. I'm trying to make a record and there you go butting in." The big vessel shut up.
Messages of congratulation come from the shore. We answer them. Irwin seems very proud of himself. He smiles all the time and smokes his cigarette, and doesn't care a rap about his foot. He sees a prospect of retirement from